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shook me : " Get up ! Get up ! " she said. " The
Marchese is dying."
I was only half awake, and at first I failed to grasp
what she meant. I turned upon her angrily and
reproved her for frightening me, but when I saw her
face I realised that something serious had happened,
and I rushed to my father's room. His valet reported
that a bell had summoned him to his master's room,
and that he had found the Marchese with his head
resting on the floor, his feet on the bed and his hand
clutching the bell-rope. He had lifted him back to
bed and made him as comfortable as possible, and
sent again for Professor Marchiafava, who arrived
soon afterwards. The professor soon discovered that
my father's condition was more serious than his
patient had led him to believe, and he called the
famous surgeon, Gaetano Mazzoni, who also was a
great friend of the family. Mazzoni found that
Papa had sustained, in some extraordinary way, a
serious internal rupture, and that he was dying.
The doctors then told me that, should Papa recover
consciousness, either I might go in and see him or send
in to him his confessor, Father Bernardo, of whom
he was very fond. The Marchese did recover con-
sciousness for a short while, during which time Father
Bernardo was with him. Later I went to his room,
but he did not recognise me. He was failing fast.
A bulletin was then issued to say that the Marchese
was dying, and great numbers of callers, including
personal friends and representatives of the various
official bodies, arrived in an unceasing stream to make
enquiries and express their sorrow.
At six o'clock on the evening of 4th April, 1906,
Marchese Francesco Vitelleschi passed away.